JOURNAL    1931

9 November

The autumn here seems to me more beautiful than anywhere else;
and this countryside never seems to me more beautiful than in autumn.
The rains of this summer without heat have given the foliage longer
life. I do not recall ever having seen the copper beeches more glorious.
But already on the lawn lies the thickest of their adornment, like the
clothing one lets fall before dying. What splendor, what a swan-song
before the winter sleep! It hurts me to go away again, not to have been
able to give more than two days to the peace that always greets me
here. But two nights of nervous anguish. ... I am less and less able
to endure this climate. No love holds, nor any resolve, when faced with
too bad conditions of health. Here I am like the trees in our orchard
that no possible care can force to give fruit and that become a prey
to cankers. I am furious to feel defeated, but am forced to beat a
retreat.

Paris, 12 November

Yesterday went to hear Giraudoux's Judith. Strange play. I was with
Robert Levesque. The theater was only half full although it was only
the tenth performance.

This morning I write to Giraudoux:

My dear G.,

I was struck last night at finding tickets for your Judith so easily.
After having heard the play I am less surprised that the theater was not
better filled; it is only at one's own expense that one forces the lazy
public to think. Only the happy few92 will be grateful to you for hav-
ing dared a "drama of ideas/* It required your amazing art to form
a parallel for the abstract debate and to clothe it with a drama of pas-
sion. Yes, as I write this, I wonder if, in your mind, the drama of
passion did not precede the drama of ideas and if the latter was not
added onto it. For (the drama of ideas overflowing the other, and by
far, in significance, scope, and weight) the pyramid seems to rest on
its point. And this moreover is what allows it not to rest at all: it oscil-
lates, vibrates, and trembles, without ever tottering. . . .

Making a problem of religious metaphysics turn upon a question
of very special psychology ... I accept this, but remain none the less
embarrassed: if it is easy to admit that Judith should fall in love with
Holophernes, on the other hand it is not easy to understand how she
gets to the point of killing him. "Through love/* she asserts. She has to
tell us for us to know it. She proclaims it the more vehemently the
harder it is for her to convince us. This remains subtle and does not
strike the mind at once. As for me, I cannot but regret that the "mira-

92 This expression appears in English.